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THE REBELLION OF SIIiKEN THOMAS. 

fjaOM THE " lIWEnNlAN MGHTS' ENTKKTAINMENTS," IN 
IHE DUBLIN UNIVERSITY JIAGAZINE. 

(Continued from our last.) 

« Ir.the arrangements that followed, Talbot found to his 
cost the effects of the distrust with which the leaders now 
regarded him. While the main body of Lord Tliomas's 
forces returned to Kilmainham, or went to garrison the 
Earl's numerous castles in Kildare and Ofaly, he was as- 
signed a petty post at Artane, a poor village beyond Clon- 
tarf, with orders to intercept provisions or succours coming 
to the city by way of Howth or the Skerries. Hardly con- 
cealing his indignation, he put himself at the head of his 
little party, and departed for his obscure post, where he 
took up his position among the wretched cabins before 
nightfall. He could not go to rest ; he traversed the clay 
floor of his hut with hurried and irregular steps, or flung 
himself, hopeless of sleep, from the coarse couch to the 
coarser bench. At length', wrapping his cloak around him, 
he rushed out, and strove to allay the bitterness of his 
reflections by walking in the open air. The night was 
dark and stormy, and the gale, sweeping in from the bay, 
sounded along the leafy flats of CJontarf with the roar of 
an aerial sea. He breathed more freely as he heard the 
tossed branches struggling with the blast overhead. ' Blow 
on,' he muttered — ' strip them while they are green ; I 
was blighted before leafing time. — ^Dogs and traitors ! this 
is a fair return they make me for preserving thein from 
eternal infamy I Oh, weak, weak. Lord Thomas ; weak 
nephew, and weaker uncle ! — and Travers, the hypocrite, 
and Le Poer, the dastard, and Parez, the sneering villain ! 
Why was I born to bring shame on an honest man's grey 
hairs, and sorrow on an angel's heart, for the sake of such 
associates? Forgive me, noble Gerald! forgive nie, that 
I hiid forgotten thee and thy cruel \yrongs! Oh, if the 
departed spirit can hear the complaint of wretches upon 
earth, look down upon the child of your bounty, driven 
out from happiness and home for your sake, and forgive 
him if he has forgotten your wrongs in his own misfor- 
tunes.' 

" With such thoughts shaping themselves into bitter 
exclamations, he roamed on through a groaning alley of 
elms and beeches, their swinging tops hardly distinguish, 
able from the sky. Ere long he found himself in an open 
knoll, from which, through their darkness, the lights of 
Dublin were visible beyond the Liffey. Softer emotions 
swelled upon his bosom as he stood to gaze and speculate 
whether any of these could be the taper in Ellen Dudley's 
chamber. He thought of her last look as he had left her 
with her infirm parent in her arms that morning : he pic- 
tured her now sitting weeping and disconsolate, the bridal 
favours he had bound in her hair lying withered at her 
feet ; or by the side of her angry father, listening, with 
timid dutitulness, to his severe commands. — ' I will go to 
her, let loyalists and rebels do the worst I' he exclaimed, 
and rushed down the eminence towards Dublin. Careless of 
his path, he pushed on through thicket and ploughed land, 
fording the JTolka at Drumcondra, and holding his course 
right for the light on Newman's Tower. On the Liffey 
bank opposite was a solitary cabin. Talbot knocked 
loudly at the door : 'Ho, Connor Bawn !' he cried ; 
' Connor Bawn Kelly, rise and ferry me to Finn's Castle 
stairs. It is I, Sir John Talbot.' 

" ' Ababoo J' cried the ferryman ; ' is your nobleness in 
trouble, that you seek a ferry at this hour of the night?' 

" ' I am Connor ; I am in arras with Tomds-an-Teeda, 
and in need of help.' 

"'I'oiihp'eelu/t/ and the old Earl has had foul play 
among thie Saxons. < May God lay his heavy hand on 
them that did it ( ^ Ay; surely I will row your nobleness 
across, if the night were -blacker than their hearts that 
could do hurt to the 'khid Mac'Gerralt !' 

"Connor came forth'Vith his Oars, and they pushed 
his shallop down to the stormy water's edge. It was so 
black above, that they could hardly see the walls as they 
pulled through showers of spray aci-oss the river. In 
th« dai^cness, and among the noises <»f-the winds and wa- 
tett, thiey crossed uncHaUenged, Eomnp in'iJored his 



boat silently in shelter of the Kttle pier from which the 
stairs descended ; and Talbot stole along the base of the 
rampart, till he came to where Paul Dudley's house abut- 
ted on the river bank. He climbed the wall of the court- 
yard by the gates, thence clambered to a buttress of the 
garden wall, which was overgrown with ivy, surmounted 
it, and, dropping down upon a flower plot inside, found 
himself under Ellen Dudley's window. 

"'Ellen! Ellen Dudley!' he whispered, tapping upon 
the glass; ' come to me, for heaven's sake t I have dared 
everything to see you." 

" ' Mother of mercy !' he joyfully heard her exclaim, 
' I hear his voice evtn now !' 

" ' You do, dearest ; come to the window. I am safe 
now, and you need fear nothing.' 

" When the first fond words of welcome and tender- 
ness were over, Ellen said — ' Sir John, why did you come 
to the gates this morning in company with Parez ? My 
father took it as an avowal of your having abandoned all 
desire of reconciliation ; he is mortified and enraged be- 
yond measure; for, indeed, he still hoped to have re- 
claimed you, and all might still have been well had you 
not made your participation in this revolt too prominent : 
but his anger against you now is as great as the love he 
bore you then. Heaven grant you may not be found here 
while it lasts !' 

"'Ellen, I would rather have faced ten men-at-afms 
than have met your father as I did upon the bridge to- 
day ; but I could not refuse to obey the command which 
committed that galling service to me and him you named: 
yet, if I had thought Paul Dudley was to have been the 
man we were to treat with, I would — on my honour I 
would — have remonstrated with Lord Thomas, though I 
have to-day got both blame and ill-will for one expostu- 
lation too much already.' 

" 'But, oh, Sir John, where do you come from now ? 
or what, for pity's sake, is to become of you and this wild 
broil ?* 

" ' 'Tis scarce more than an hour since I left my post in 
the woods of Artane, where I have been stationed to 
guard the northern passes to the city. I have been 
slighted, Ellen,' he continued bitterly, 'by those about 
Lord Thomas : I am housed in a hut, and sent to deal 
with the cattle-drovers and clowns who would bring tlieir 
commodities to your market, while Parez is appointed to 
command the Earl's chief castle of Maynooth, and force 
the nobles of the western pale to submission.' 

" ' It is imgrateful and imgenerous in Lord Thomas to 
sanction such an insult. You were well worthy the high- 
est command be had to bestow,' cried Ellen, at once par- 
taking in her lover's indignation. 'But alas!' she added, 
with a sigh, ' I should be better contented that you will 
thus have a less share in the misery your revolt will bring 
upon so many innocent beings : for— and I do not know 
whether I should tell you this ; but, trusting to your ho- 
nour, I will confide it to yon— boldly as our citizens spoke 
of their resources to-day, when pride and emulous loyalty 
sustained their hearts, and lent confidence to their looks, 
I heard my father, when he came home, confess, and that 
with tears in his eyes, that if the passes from Finp;al and 
Meath be closed, we will have famine among us before a 
fortnight.' 

" ' Good heaven !' cried Talbot, ' had I known this, I 
had not so easily been dismissed this morning : but you, 
at least, shall want for nothing, while I have hands to bring 
it to you. The I'erryman is at my devotion -. neither you 
nor one of your father's house shall want, come what 
may.' 

" ' It is not for ourselves I feel,' said Ellen ; ' but think- 
ing of the poor people who are unprovided for, and must 
suffer first and longest, makes me sick at heart.' 

" ' Oh, trust me, Ellen, it will never come to that; they 
will open their gates before tjiey are brought to such a 
pass.' 

"'Alas, Sir John,* she replied, 'yon little know the 
firmness of their leaders : they have sworn to holdout 
while there is food for a man within the walls.' 

" ' Ellen," said Talbot, earnestly, ' you must come with 
me. Poor as my cabin is, it will still be a safer home iot 
you than here: wretched m toy fortunes are, better even 
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sue]!, t(ftan tpsiplt^n ijej* oyei' scenes, tlaat w?}I but blight 
■^ur youth's, promise, and fiaunt your memoi'y with inise- 
fable recollections through all your life after. I did not 
come to night to ask you to fly with roe; notjijn/^ but this 
coujd make me offfer to shaie buch povQr,ty as mine with 
her 1 love best : but, Ellen, that shame is gone, and I will 
^9t blush to bear you to whatever refuge I can offer from 
the horrors that await you here.' 

" Her voice had a tone of stronger feeling as she re- 
plied—' Sir John, you could not love nie ag you say you 
do, if you believed I would do this." 

" His heart smote bim at once — ' Oh, Ellen, forfflw me ! 
You aie, indeed, his only stay : to leave hioi'in tl)is tinje 
pf danger and affliction is what I could not have asked 
you to do ; but, before heaven, I had forgot even hit exist- 
ence in the tumult o£ my thoughts. Such a day and ni^ht 
are enough to make a man.forget all but, his own miseues.' 

''" No J in this geiil and distress,' said JEllen, ' I cannot 
leiive njy father.' 

" ' But Ellen, dearest ; if— and yet God in mercy, for- 
bid ! — but if your father should be taken away— oh, be- 
lieve ipe, believe me, I would not give you this, pain, 
i^llen, if any suffering of mine could avail to save you — 
but, ray own love, and my heart's betrothed, will you not 
fly with me if left alone in, such a scene of suffering and 
dangf r ?' 

" ' When I plighti?d you my trofh, Sir John,' shg re- 
plied, but she was weeping while she spoke, *I, never 
racpnt that pel il or mibfouune should prevent my being 
tiue to what I said. I cannot, and you will not ask that. 
I, should, leave my fathgi now ■ but when hib. danger is 
over — Qh I my heart is full — I cannot, indeed I Laniiot, 
help tnn weeping— but It, Is what my heart has been foie- 
boding till I feel as if I l)ad pi^pated n^y^eIf to expect it; 
and oh, sweet mother! what more were needed to com- 
plete my misery ? — But forgive me, Sn John — jnfl tJpnk 
It not, 1 beseech you, uninaidenly m nie to confess this — 
when my father's danger lb over, I will be tiuetomy 
phghted troth to you, through whate\ei may befal,' 

" ' Ellen deareit, I repine not at all I fiave suffered, 
when I hear you thus secure the only hope that was worth 
my preserving. You shall see me often; and heaven 
speed an end to thip siege, till I can claim the fulfilment 
of the dear w ords that you have blessed ni^ with, But 
bark ! I hear footsteps in the street : ha ! they knock ; 
and there is a stu ton aids the river. Adieu, sweet El- 
len ; may good angels watch over you and dil you iov.e 
till I come back. I must a« ay. Oh, faiewell !' and he 
hastened to escape. He descended the buttiess and, 
court wall in safet}, until withm a few feet ol the ground, 
vhen, his foot shppmg on a bar ot thegat,eb, heff,ll hea- 
vily among some lose plunks lywg below. 

"'Who goes ?' ciied a seiitiy upon the walls next 
Newman's Tower, and a dog in, the courtyard began to 
balk furiously. 

_"' Treason, ho 1' shouted some one from the house 
nyindous Ere the words w^eie out, the repoit of the 
sentry's matchlock roused that whol^ quai ter ofthe w.cljls. 
Talbot, stumbling over the broken giound between the 
rampai t and the soft bank of the mer, lan for Eiqn's Cas- 
tle stalls at the top of his speed, for he plainly heaid Paul 
Dudley's gates thrown open behind him, and the voices 
and footsteps of men in pursuit. Another flash from the 
walls showed him Connoi Kelly in the stein of his boat, 
_sheltenng hiniself behind the little pier, and ha^dy throw- 
ing off the tackling ny which hi; «as piooredi 

"'Treason ! tieason '' lesounded fiom the walls. over- 
head — ' the e'b a spy s boat at the stairs ; fire into iier 
with the demi-cuiver .'—lights and linstocks, ho !' 

" • Leap light, a-cushla,' cried t^e boatman, in a lo\y 
voice, as Talbot ■spuing on board the swinging sl^iff; 
'Vp light, 01 you will go thiough aijd t^hfOjigh her.— 
Ah ! cho>p an Clm'mt, the plank's staj ted 1 JDa? Iparan, 
she's clean gone ; but keep up your heart, dmne deeluh — 
if we pull free, we'll get across before she fills ' 

•'•tlush, Connor; I trust theie's no hprni dopg ; it 
was my fault I know; but pull," cued Talbot, dropping 
his cloak, and sti etching himself to the oar. 

" 'lie^jj, her head to th(? swell, Si( febawn ;' ciied Con- 
nor; ' the seam g,ipe8 a finger's bjeatli at every stj-oke.' 



" ' They are pointing the culver, Connor ; bear up out 
of the range of the shdt.' 

" ' Pull for your life. Sir Shawn ! The Biiachd g7,asta 
has a worse wound in her keel than either culver or fal- 
con H ill put in her to-night.' 

" ' Give fire 1' cried a voice from the battlements, and 
the shot drove up tlie water m a white jet ovei the'seas 
a dozen yard* a-hpad; but the flash showed the centre of 
the Liflfe} running in a line of shaip bieakers, close un- 
der thpu bow 

'"I mind their shot no mpre than a iuaclialeen'smovi. 
ball,' said Conpor; 'but this swell — this swell; it a 
shaking the biolfen creatifrQ to pieces. Lay yonistjlf to 
to the our, a VIC deehih J ^e^e^ mjnd then niatCjhjpcks; 
pull, pull, for the Iqve of God ! tl]e oott, is filljng— she u 
filljng fast,' and Talbot, who npw felt the water abovq Im 
ancles as he sat, perceived, that she no longei rose to tho 
waves, butioljed hea.vil) ip the hollow of eveiy sea. 

" 'Throw off3Qur bi,ogues, Copfior Bajyn,' h^ cried 
' W^ must suim iui it ' 

" ' Pull, Shawn Uaisle, pull !' stilj cried the boatmaij ■ 
' ten stiokes more, and I am &..fie; ten stiokcs nioic Ipr 
the love of God,_and Iain ip my, depth !'— Talbot did not 
say a woid, bijt with a full heart he stiained at tiie tough 
ash, till his smews cracked ; it wias all in vain, tht bQiitsjitr 
tledidovin Ijeavier and hftawi^K;^ tlje oai bioke ii) Ins 
hands, and as he fell backi, t^e swanjped shallop sunk 
and left nothing buj^ the angry wateis about hup aofl her 
ilLfated owner^. lie seized, K,elly by the shonldqr, ;.— 
' Hold up, Connor; keqp a fast hold of the oa; ; tljei^'s 
a baige puijing for us from Dudley's v,lu)f, I, stie her 
between, n)e apd thf slj^j holfi, up, Connor Bawn, and 
} ou are sap?.' ' 

" 'Let me go,' gurgled the drownjpg man; ' I have 
neither wife nor child — Shmvn Uinsle, jou must not be 
be taken] — Let me go'' — I'd lath^r drown than l^t 
them take you, a mc deelish ma chee ' May the giej^ 
God — ayeahvore, tjje vyatei's choking m^I — ^blcss— bless 
the work ! — Let me smk, Shawn deeluh ' — I can 4ie 
easy in tlie cause. Tomai,, Tumus-an-tccda, Bi^h Tom^ 
go bragfiJ — Croom, croom, alipo J' apd^ui,spue of TajbHt'i 
most desperate exertions, he was wrung out of his gr^i^), 
and rolled over and beaten down by the lushiug viptcr^, 
altliOHgh within ten yaids of tlie shallows, wii('i<j, if,l(e 
couJd have set his foot, his life had btei} bavtc|, 'Jjljij 
baige he had seen appioachmg, swept b) wuhui ajlipaii's 
length m tiie daikness. 

" ' The culver shpt sunk then),' cri^d qap. 

" ' I did not stnjve within (( spc,ar's cast of tji^m ; tligy 
swaniped m die 5tiea.m sv\sell,' s^id apothqi. 

" ' You aie suie it wasICcU) r' a.skc,d a tijird. 

" Tjhe first speaker a{)i>w,ei|ftd : ' \ ^a^ liuu 45. iilamly, !i|i 
jl saw the gunner's face in thp flttsl'i;. Ijpt v, ho hi^ i.j^||i 
that was with him, Jjcapnot t^ll.' 

"'Pull back, my nierj,' cri(id the qugstujiiUp ' imli 
hack to thp traitor's l}ouse , we wpU i()ake a,lj!inriiu of itj 
t,ha;t the i^ebels may r^ijd thp pr,otU(njf.ipniQf. tlu-n ti*!*- 
son by, fipm Chapelizx>d to Clpnt^ji '.' 

" Talbot, who had been stukii|g opt. for t|ie htllp. qpiijij 
where Connoi kept his boats, now yifjlded to the tii'iant 
of the river, and was carried pa.st unseen, ^^hlle the ciuw 
of the faaige pushed across on tiieir savage ciiapd Ha 
made foi the beach, about a hupdied yards, iowy devm, 
wheie a, ditch, rijiining iroin the iiver side, ajfi^ided him 
a screen from obseivation. tt was fortunate for liim lie 
did so, for ere he was well cigar of the oozy exposed 
beaph, the flames fioro the thatch of tlie demoted dwell- 
ing weie casting gleams of pale light over Uie flat he had 
to ti averse Piesently the fitful flashqs hro^fi "Ito a red 
glare, that showed eveiy object around as,plfynjy "* tlie 
sun at nopn; apd the destjoyei^ iai6p4 ^ shout tllflfi 
mfidg his blood run cold, as slpdd^ring, he crept d™* 
unde? his shelter. He bl^sged God tijjif, the/e were no 
shrieks of fatherless children; no niQi^ns qf a, vAdowea 
roothei' to cry to heaven from undpr tli^ blazing laftprs; 
still, when he thought of the gen£(ious sacriftce made for 
his s^ke, by him who had so long, ") honesjiy and peace, 
inhabited those desolated walls, and whp npfal't nysv be 
i;oUij)g to thijsea, an unaijqipted cQr]i>ej, ■vyit.h-aii his sia» 
and iailuigs fifisli upon bis head, hs could not restrain 
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the anguish that rushed Op6n his soul, and She tearstarst 
ffottihis.eyes. Dripping and speint, he lay pUntitig in his 
concealment, till he saw the ind^niliavies rdtire to their 
bkrije; the river and the walls beyond iitarted 'out int6 ii 
moment's renewed splendour, as the fatling rciof sent up 
its last jet of red sparks and flame, but in ari6thgr miflute 
flie darkness closed down agiih on the smoking ruin, and 
Talbot'raightpursue his Way without dread of observation. 
Se reached Artane before morning, but it wn's not till iif- 
fer' day-break that aleep closed hisVeary eyes, aiid gave 
him a teniporary forgetfulness of all the strange'^vente 
and conflicting eritotions of iihat''momentous llay. 

Weik after -freek rolled on, and Talbdt was n6t stfm- 
tooned fi'om his monoftonous s6litude, to takepart in any 
of thfe'raore active services of the revdtt. He dared not 
seek another interview with Ellen; and bad he dared, 'he 
had no rlonger the nieans of accoimplishing it. The'haunt- 
ing misery of his thoughts was the reflection, tha;t'he was 
aiding in the infliction of want and siiBWiiiff on those he 
loved:; this gnawed upon his sold continually, and, join- 
ed to the disgust and indignation which he felt at Lord 
Thomas's neglect, and the slights of the leaders, ttoew 
him into deep melancholy, and made his life Titterly 
wretched. One afternoon, while sitting in his hut, iand 
brooding in fierce impatience over his misfortunes, he 
was roused, for the first time since he had taken -post 
in that lonely station, by a party of horse from Ballgtif- 
fen, with Burnel at tlieir head. 

" ' Ha, Sir John, how goes the game here in the 
woods ?' crie 1 he, ' by my faith, we must not let you 
waste your time in this lonely inaction — ^^mount, my good 
friend, there is work to be done this evening at Kilmain- 
ham.' 

" ' To horse, men !' cried Talbot, btidkling on his 
sword, but made ho other answer. 

" ' By Saint Doulagh, Sir John, 'you speSk wondrous 
short; but ho matter; I cotne to ask the aid of your 
svvord, 'nd'tto Waste time in idle talk, but if you like not 
the service, you hvtve hilt to say the Ivord.' 

" ' Master Burnel, lead on : I need Hie to be reminded 
of my duty.' 

" Tbey rode to OxmantOwn-greefl in sil(3'nce, and 
prepared to cross the Liffey. As they passed the ford, 
they heard a sUflden and sharp firing between the city 
and Kilmaiiiham Castle. The shouts and din of a fight 
were drstiricfly audible as they hurried up the opposite 
bank. The noise came from the litl!le wood of Satcock, 
about a quarter of a mile across the country a-head. 

"' Spur •dfi.'gerrtlefflen,' cried Burnel, 'it is the churls 
who have sallied to drive a prey, at blows with our friends 
from KilriiiiriHam and Inchitore.' — They put spurs to 
their horses, and dashed across the plain to intercept the 
retreat of the citizens. It was a calm sunny' evening, and 
the landsiSipfe Itiy green and glittering before them ; the 
birds w«re even twittering arnohg the straggling trees, 
but the'lleaVt of the wood was convulsed with a struggle 
desperate and deadly; for the firing had now ceaSetl, and, 
as the party went'St a hand gallop down the alleys of 
Salcock, they could hear, louder and louder, at every 
bound, the tumultuous hubbub Of a contest, hahd to 
hand. At length they burst in upon the scene of action ; 
it was a level green ainong the trees, through the Stems, 
and under the^branches of which the setting sun poured his 
radiance on as bloody a spectacle, for its extent, as ever 
met the eye of day. The little round of pasture was co- 
vered with dead and dying, among whom the survivdrs, 
so locked and mingled, as hardly to be distinguished, 
reeled to and fro in one body, shaking the ground with 
their tramp, and thrusting or striking in the eartest si- 
lence of savage determination. But though the men on 
either side fought without war cry or clamour, the cnish 
and collision, and the redoubling elang of blows made a 
fearful din. The appearance of Burnel's reinforcement 
decided theday. At their first charge, both citizens and 
i-ebels were driven oft'; for tbey were so grappled, that no 
man could tell at which side his own friends pushed or 
resisted. It was a pitiable sTght, when the ground was 
cleared, to seethe Wan wretches who had been driven to 
the field by hunger, ble'edihg among the rushes, as in a 
shambiea, beside the bodies of the cattle they had hop«dto 



eonsume ; for, at the first attaek of musqaetry, Tioth man 
and 'beast had fallen vvhere they stood. Burnel's troqp 
now charged through the glades in pursuit; for some 
more desperate than the rest, had made a stand among the 
trees, and were agdin beginning to ply their matchlocks. 
As Talbdt followed with his men, across the open space 
where the dead lay thickest, his eye caught ah object on 
the^i-ound, that made him pull up with such a strain, as 
nearly threw his horse upon his hatinches. A sword flf 
rich workraahship. Which he had often admired, over the 
mantdl-pJSce of ■Paul ©ndley, lay broken in two, among 
the long grass, fie leaped from the saddle, and turned 
the -prostrate tiian that lay nearest, oti his back. It was 
the loyal merchant; but so disfiu;ured with wounds— so 
wasted by toil and feultering, that his own son could 
hardly have known his features at the first look. 

"'Oh, my God!' cried Talbot, raising the passive 
body, and propping it against his knee, ' can this be the 
good old man— :can this indeed, be the loyal and kind 
Paul Dudley?' The fainting merchant slowly opened his 
eyes, and gazed upon thescerie of carnage; but when, an 
looking Up, he saw the fate of Talbot bending over him, 
he closed them again with a convulsive effort that t6ld 
how sick a pang the sight had cost him, and groaned 
deeply. 

" ' He is not dead,' exdaiiiied the Tcnight; ''ft is hfs 
cumbrous coat of mail that is smothefing 1iim 1 What, 
ho, ye knaves, dismount ! there is blood enough shed ! — 
Villiaus, come back and help me to undo the wounded 
gentleman's gdrpjet ! — his life is worth more than all we 
have lost to day 1 If you let him die among your rude 
hands, 1 will strike my dagger through some of your bo- 
dies ! — There— lift him up— let the air to his face— ab, 
this Milan shirt, it is choking him !— Oh, heaven! that 
he shotild have been driven to load his aged limbs with 
suehti' Weight of iron l-~water, ye dogs, bring water in 
your helmets; theffe is a brook in the holloW— chaste, 
baste for your lives !' 

" Jtist thein, a horseman, reeking frbm the slaughter, 
galldped itito the little plain ;—• Sir John Talbdt, your 
troop is Wanted in the wood. -Lo'rd Thomas has sent to 
know why you delay ? — ^The loyalists have made another 
stand : three of our captains are slain : rrtourti, Sir John 
Talbot, this is no titn'e for 'hanging back.' 

" ' I care not who 'stands, or who falls, 'here I Stay, ih; 
tillT see this aged gentleman cared for,' cried 'Rilbo't ,* 
' and as for hanging bSck, 'Itf^Il thee, 'Christopher Parez, 
that if "I were ndt supporting the head of a man I ^ove 
too dearly, to leave 'fdr '80 light a cause, I %ould drive 
the 'falsebdbd down 'thy dishonduriaiblB throatl-i^vilUHn, 
see to what ydu'have brought us !' 

" '"Sir John Talbot,' cried Parez, -the blade that is 
glued to its scabbard by an "if,' gives me little apprehen- 
sion ; I scorn thethrefits ofa braggart.' 

" ' Put thy knee urtder his head, Art ; thou wert ever 
the^indliest of thy company,' said Talbdt, in a low voice, 
a's he transferred hischarge to the hands of one of 4iis 
troopers, 'and if I fall, carry him in a litter to the priory 
hospital, and tell the almoner it was my last request that 
he shouUi be 'kindly nursed.' Then rising, he drew his 
SWdi'd, and motioned to Parez to follow him a little apart 
from the spot where Dudley lay. Parez, whose weapon 
was out, and already steeped in blood, turned pale when 
hesaw himself summoned to a more equal combat than 
that in which he had so cheaply fleshed it ; he seemed to 
debate with himself whether 'he ought not to charge 
upon his enemy, and trample him under liis feet; but 
casting his eyes on the soklitry around, 'he abandoned a 
'design so perilous, and sullenly followed 'his adversary on 
'foot. They engaged with all the 'hate that rivalry and 
■mutual insult can kindle in the human bre&st; but both 
were clad in complete armour, and for some time their 
deadliest strokes fell harmless on the cold iron. The 
clang was tike that of the armourer's hammer, aiid_ for a 
while the eyes of the spectators were dazzled with the 
equal comminglement of their weapons. But, ere 'long, 
Parez was giving back, under the incessant battery which 
Talbot show'ered, sWi'ft as whirling sleet, upon his head ; 
he reeled— 'sfag^e'r^d— and 'then 'in desperation rushed jn, 
fend the^ "cMfei with a clash of '■their breasQ>rate9, Iftfe 



sdi 



THE DUBLIN PENNY JOURNAL. 



twenty pair of cvmbals. Both were strong men, and both 
tugged for life or death, for they knew that, once down, 
the dagger of the uppermost would soon make its way 
wliere the sword had failed. Down they went at length, 
with a sidelong flash in the sun, and a crush of plate and 
mail that sent"'the sound of its heavy dint an arrow flight 
into the woods around. They, rolled and grappled for d 
moment, and none could tell which was uppermost ; 
when, in the height of the struggle. Lord Thomas Fitz- 
gerald and his company galloped in upon the ground. 
Talbot had at last got the advantage, and planted his 
knee upon his prostrate adversary's breast, his dagger was 
out, and he was holding down Parez's right hand with his 
left, and calling on him to beg his life, while the other witlj 
the gauntlet of that hand which was at liberty, was shield- 
ing his throat where he expected the descending blow— 
" 'For shame, gentlemen, for shame ! hold your hand. 
Sir John Talbot ! I am your general, and I command 
you, hold your hand !' cried Lord Thomas, as he leaped 
froni the saddle, and seized the arm of the knight, whom 
he dragged bodily off his enemy. 

" ' My lord, this is my private quarrel; I will let no 
man stand between me and ray just vengeance I' cried 
Talbot, fiercely, shaking himself free, and rushing .upon 
his antagonist again ; but Burnel, De La Hyde, and the 
rest came between, and held him back by main, force. 
Parez got up with a countenance black as night, the coid 
sweat standing in beads upon his forehead, and everyjoint 
trembling with rage and shame. 'T will be avenged yet 
— I will, by him that made us both 1' he exclaimed, and 
turned away. 

"Lord Thomas now addressed Talbot, 'Sir John, 
Sir John, what mean you by this conduct ? Are you 
weary of the service ? Would you return to your alle- 
giance? In God's name, say so at once, if you wish it ; 
but baulk us not by seeming to be bur friend, and acting 
in fUch a time of need so like an enemy.' 

" ' My lord, I am not your enemy,' cried Talbot, ' but 
I had neither been a man or a Christian had I passed 
him that loved me as a father loves his son, and he pe- 
rishing upon the field where your lordship's troops were 
already victorious. I drew this sword, my: lord, against 
King Henry for the sake of the failier of my orphaij 
chdahoodjfor his sake I have borne the displeasure of 
the only other friend 1 ever had ; , of one who .would have 
been a second father to me if my loyalty, to you ha,d not 
rejected the bounties he would have poured upon me, 
and outraged tlie love and kindness that was already 
mine. My lord, that ill-renuited friend lies yonder bleed, 
ing to death; his only child will soon be fatherless as 
she is motherless already— my lord and gentlemen, I am 
betrothed to Dudley's daughter, and I will not see him 
die deserted, though I should lose my own life by his 
side !' and he strode forvyard.to the spot-where Dudley 
lay, all yielding a passage, and many at the moment cry- 
ing that he was in the right. As he knelt down again 
bythe side of the dying man, the troopers tod captains 
who had lieard him, drew hack with compassionate delica- 
cy, aiuJ left them alone among the dead. 

" ' Master Dudley, will you give mo your forgiveness ?' 
said the knight, and took the merchant's cold hand in 
his... 

J' Dudley opened his eyes and looked mournfully upon 
hiiij. ' I am going fast, Sir John,' he whispered faintly ; 
' r bear no anger against any man.' 

'"Shall r call to them to send a priest,?' asked the 
Icriight, raising him hinher in his arms. : 

" ' i am shrived-. I die at peace with the world— I did 
not think yon loved me so well, Sir John,' said the old 
man, and vas sili-nt. Talbotcould notspeak ; but his tears 
fell on the face of the dying merchant, as he lay in hi.sarnis 
quite .still for about a minute. At last he sighed deep- 
ly, and looked aj;ain i« the face of his supporter, while 
his hand, cold as it, was, faintly returned the jires.'sure. 
'Ellen, my child,' he mununred in a voice hardly audi- 
ble, but Talbot bent ovev hiia and caugnt every sound. 
'She has none now to protect her — take her— my wealth 
is hi jewels— take all, and may God bless you!" Tal- 
bot's lieart was in his throat; he could make no reply, and: 
both were again silent, but tlm merchant with a last effort 



roused himself, and cried in a clear voice—My son, vrith 
the last breath I shall ever draw, I say, abandon this re- 
bellion— give it up whenever you can without dishonour 
and save the race of an honest man from shame !' He' 
fell back as he spoke, and after a feebly drawn sigh or 
two, expired. 

" Talbot laid him softly down, and called hi* men to 
bear the body to Kilmainham ; but De La Hyde, when he 
saw him rise, advanced, and taking him by the hand, said 
' Talbot, time presses ; we can wait no longer. You are 
to return to Artane in company with Burnel. On my 
honour.I am sorry for this; but they all insist upon it 
and Lord Thohias has been forced to consent. Ah ! the 
b)-ave old man, he's gone; but you may leave him with, 
out fear ; he shall have Christian burial ; I give you my 
hand upon it, he shall.' 

" ' De La Hyde, I thank thee ; I am content ; but for 
the others, I did not look for this at their hands.' 

" 'Parez's account of the affair has enraged them be- 
yond measure, and Travers is there denouncing heretics 
and. blasphemers; but they and Lord Thomas are now 
gone, and Burnel awaits you. Farewell, you have my 
word that I will see him cared for.' 

" Talbot wrung De La Hyde's baud,, and with a burst- 
ing heart, leaped upon his horse, and led his troop off the 
field. 

(To be continued.) 



A DEAF AND DUMB POET. 

One of the youngest American poets, James Naok, is 
deaf and dumb .' This singular boy has a precocity that 
would be remarkable in a child who had the full posses- 
sion of its powers. He lost the use of bis senses while an 
infant, and can of course have little of memory in his ideas 
of sound. When qiiite a lad he, published a volume call- 
ed " The Legend of the Rocks, and other Poems." The 
following, from a piece called '• The Minstrel Boy," though 
not the best specimen of his productions, is most inter- 
esting, from its allusion .to his misfortunes !— ^ 

Amid a throng-in; deep attention bound, , 
To catch the accents that from others fall. 

The flow of eloquence, the heavenly seund 
Breathed from the soul of melody, Avhjle all 

Instructed or delighted, list around, 
I'acantuncohscipiisness must »;e enthral; 

I can but v/atch each animated face, 

And there attempt th' inspiring theme to trace. 

Unheard, unheeded are the lips by 7Ke, 
To others that unfold some heaven-bom:art. 

And melody— Oh, dearest melody 1 
How had thine accent-s, thrilling to, my heart,. 
. Awaken'd all its strings to sympathy. 
Bidding the spirit at thy magic start! 

How had my heart rc^ijonsive to the st.^ain, : 

Throbb'd in love's wild delight or soothing pain. 

In vain^— alas, in vain ! thy mimbers i-oll— r. 

Within my heart no echo they inspire; 
Though form'd by nature in thy' sweet controul, 

To melt with tenderness, or g;linv with fire, 
Misfortune closed the portals ot the soul; 
■ And till an Orpheus rise to sweep the lyre, 
Thatcan to animation kindle stone, 
, To me thy thrilling, power most be unknown, , 
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